IRRITABILITY OF MEN OF GENIUS         gi

When all the breathers of this world are dead:
You still shall live, such virtue hath my pen,
Where breath most breathes, e'en in the mouth
of men.

SONNET LXXXI.

I have taken the first that occurred; but Shake-
speare's readiness to praise his rivals, ore plena3
and the confidence of his own equality with those
whom he deemed most worthy of his praise, are
alike manifested in another Sonnet.

Was it the proud full sail of his great verse,
Bound for the praise of all-too-precious you,
That did my ripe thoughts in my brain inhearse,
Making  their  tomb,   the womb  wherein  they

grew

Was it his spirit, by spirits taught to write
Above a mortal pitch that struck me dead?
No, neither he, nor his compeers by night
Giving him aid, my verse astonished.
He, nor that affable familiar ghost,
Which nightly gulls him with intelligence,
As victors of my silence cannot boast;
I was not sick of any fear from thence!

The substance of these lectures I hope soon to publish;
and it is but a debt of justice to myself and my
friends to notice, that the first course of lectures,
which differed from the following courses only, by
occasionally varying the illustrations of the same
thoughts, was addressed to very numerous, and I need
not add, respectable audiences at the Royal Institu-
tion, before Mr. Schlegel gave his lectures on the
same subjects at Vienna.